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chownia the sweeter to you, and the long expanse of the Ukraine more placid to your eye.
I do not understand how it is that I am not, in the middle of August, installed in some corner of your mansion, duly framed and mounted, with all the monastic dignity that painter gave me.
You cannot imagine how beautiful Paris is becoming. We needed the reign of a trowel to arrive at such grand results. This magnificence, which advances daily aud on all sides, will make us worthy of being the capital of the world. The boulevards paved with asphalt, lighted by bronze candelabra with gas, the increasing splendour of the shops, of that fair, two leagues long, perpetually going on and varied by ever new handiworks, compose a spectacle that is unequalled. In ten years we'shall be clean; "Paris mud" will be out of tho dictionaries; we shall become so magnificent that Paris will be really a great lady, the first of queens, crowued with battlements.
I renounce Touraine and remain a citizen of the intellectual metropolis. But I shall exempt myself from tho draconian tyranny of the National Guard by putting three leagues of distance between me and this terrible queen. Respect is good taste towards royalties. An obscure village will receive my miseries and my gnm-deurs. Your moujik will have a very humble cottage, whence he will now and then depart at half-past six to reach the Italian Opera at eight, for music is a distraction, the only one that remains to him. Those beneficent voices refresh both soul and mind.
Adieu, dear. You share in sorrows; it is right that I should send you rays of gentle hope when she inakea an azure rift athwart the dais of gray cloud. God grant that star may not fall like others, but lead mo to some treasure-trove.
I please myself in thinking that you are happy; that who made it what it is. Madame Coutariui didit down at any cost.
